On August 18, 1929, a Heath Wren was observed carrying nesting material, and two hours' searching and watching was required before the nest was located-and it was only twenty feet from where I first observed the bird. This nest was later on destroyed when it contained the setting of three eggs. The eggs were whitish in colour, gradually merging into chocolate brown at the larger end. On August 12 of this year (1930) another bird was noted with food, and over an hour of hide and seek was spent before the elusive birds revealed to me the position of their nest. It was prettily situated at the foot of a dwarf apple (Angophora) among the grasses within a few inches of the ground. A couple of sprays of pink boronia formed a pretty decoration alongside, and nearby many heath flowers such as epacris and grevillea displayed their blooms. The nest was roughly spherical in form, though somewhat wedge-shaped at the bottom, where it fitted among the grasses. The front was drawn out a little to form the entrance. Rather loosely constructed it was made of bark, dead and decaying leaves, fibres and grasses, matted together apparently without the use of spider's web. The nesting chamber was warmly lined with feathers. The approximate external dimensions were entrance to rear 5½ in., depth 44 in., width 44 in., entrance 1½ in. diameter. The nest was occupied by three large young almost ready to venture forth into the world. They already had much the same plumage as the adults.
I set up my camera a few feet from the nest. The parents became very excited, now scolding me from the shelter of the bushes, now "bouncing" swiftly over an open rocky space within a few feet of me. After a time the female became quite trustful, and took but little notice of the camera or me. She even perched on my leg on several occasions when approaching the nest. Sometimes I made a sudden movement with my foot to make her pause momentarily when she was near the nest. She would almost invariably hop over to investigate, and having satisfied herself that all was well, would return to the nest. The approach to the nest was very cautious. Over the last few feet she would creep up silently until the nest was reached. The young were fed largely on spiders. The food was secured from the shrubs or under the fallen leaves. The male bird remained in the vicinity all the time but could not be induced to pay the nest a visit. Occasionally he would mount to the top of a shrub and entertain me with his delightful song. The favourite among the several borrowed songs was the various notes of the Spinebill Honeyeater. Once or twice the female gave an answering warble, but she was mostly too busy with domestic duties. Altogether I spent a very enjoyable morning in very pleasant surroundings fraternising with the Heath Wrens. The air was delightfully fresh and sunny and all around the heath flowers were a riot of colour and perfume.
